
DOGS AND FROGS 



A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 
By Walter Farmer 




BUD BASSETT got into the schoolroom 
ahead of anyone else, including the 
teacher. It was unusual for young Bud not 
to be tardy. Wicky Burke entered a few sec- 
onds later and saw Bud sneaking away from 
the teacher's desk. 

"Hey, what are you doing?" asked Wicky. 
"Shh! You'll find out. We're going to have 
some fun with this new teacher, wait and 
see." No amount of pleading by Wicky would 
get Bud to tell his secret. Presently the teach- 
er entered and then the bell rang and all the 
stragglers rushed into the room. 

The new teacher was quite young and had 
an attractive smile. She said, "Good morning, 
young ladies and gentlemen. My name is Miss 
Sanders. The first thing I shall do is call the 
roll so I can learn your names. Now, when I 
call your name, instead of merely saying 
'present' or 'here,' I want each of you to stand 
up so I can learn your names as quickly as 
possible. By the way, I want to thank who- 
ever brought the nice gifts," 

She gestured toward a couple of apples, a 
bouquet, a little box of homemade fudge and 
other small tokens that had been placed on 
her desk by some of the girl pupils. She then 
reached down to open the drawer in which 
the roll call book was lying. Bud nudged 
Wicky and whispered, "Oh, boy. Watch this. 
Watch her jump!" 

Wicky waited, breathless with suspense, as 
the drawer was drawn open. Miss Sanders 
looked into the drawer and saw a large frog, 
puffed up and staring at her. She did not 
scream and didn't change expression, aside 
from a slight rise of the eyebrows. 

"Well, well," she said. "May I ask who 
was kind enough to place a live frog in my 

Bud hissed at Wicky, "If you tell on me, 



I'll 



i you ( 



o squealer," Wicky 



"Aw, you kn 
whispered back. 

The teacher could hear the whispers, though 



not the words. Her attention focused on Bud 
and Wicky, as she said, "It seems the donor 
wishes to remain anonymous. Anyway, thank 
you, whoever you are. I shall have some de- 
licious frog legs for dinner." 

Bud turned pale. "Oh, no!" he cried. "You 
can't eat him. That's my pet frog, Charlie!" 

"Oh, so you brought in the frog, did you? 
What is your name, young man?" 

"Bud Bassett." 

"Tell me, Bud Bassett, if you didn't intend 
to give the frog to me, just what was your 
purpose in placing it in my drawer?" 

"Well, I— er— that— is— I . . ." Bud was 
very flustered. 

"Speak up, young man," said the teacher. 
"Did you plan to enroll your frog friend, 
Charlie, as a student? Shall we teach him to 
read and write and do problems in mathe- 

The other children tittered as Bud blushed. 
"Well, no," he mumbled. "I thought maybe 
we might study him. You know, like nature 
study, or something." 

Miss Sanders looked down at the frog, 
thoughtfully. "We might learn something 
from him at that. Can he jump?" She put her 
hand down toward Charlie, who leaped from 
the drawer to the top of the desk. Some of 
the little girls in the front row squeaked with 
alarm. 

"All right, Charlie, you can jump, so maybe 
we will study you. You weren't part of the 
program I had planned for today, but we'll 
change that program. Now, children, who can 
tell me what American author wrote a very 
famous story about a jumping frog?" 

Wicky jumped up with his hand raised. 

"What's your name, young man?" 

"Wicky Burke." 

"Very well, Wicky Burke. Tell us the. name 
of the author who wrote about the frag."" 
"His name was Mark Twain." 
"Correct!" said Miss Sanders. "Can you tell 
( Continued on inside back cover ) 
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Doge And Frogs 

(Continued from inside front cover) 

me the names of some of his other books?" 

"Yes, ma'am. He wrote 'Tom Sawyer,' 
'Huckleberry Finn,' 'Life on the Mississippi,' 
'The Prince and His Papa" and . . ." 

"Hold on," said the teacher, smiling. "You've 
made a slight error in that last title. Can 
anyone tell us what it was?" 

One of the little girls asserted that the 
right title was "The Prince and the Pauper." 
Someone else was able to define "pauper." 
Other American authors were mentioned and 
all the pupils seemed keenly interested in 
parading their knowledge of books they had 
read, in swapping synopses with each other 
and naming important characters of fiction. 

Presently Miss Sanders said, "I'm sure you 
can tell from this lively discussion that the 
reading of good books is a very exciting ad- 
venture. How many of you would like for 
me to give you a list of fine boobs to read in 
your spare time?" 

Every hand was raised and Miss Sanders 
smiled with satisfaction. She gestured toward 
the frog and said, "I guess you've really start- 
ed something, Charlie." 

Charlie mistook the gesture for a threat. 
He hopped off the desk and landed on the 
floor. Then he hopped down the aisle between 
two rows of desks. Boys laughed as little girls 
screamed. From under Wicky Burke's seat 
came a low growl and then a loud bark. 
Wicky's big dog, O'Shawnessy, who always 
followed the lad to school if not prevented, 
had been lying peacefully near his master's 
feet. But he couldn't resist chasing a hopping 
frog. He bounded up, upsetting Wicky. 

"Hey, don't let your dog get my frog !" 
yelled Bud. 

"Don't let your frog bother my dog!" cried 
Wicky. Wicky started to chase O'Shawnessy 
and several other boys joined in to help him. 
Another group of boys was aiding Bud in 
going after the elusive Charlie. Other boys 
just watched and laughed and some of the 
little girls burst into tears. Miss Sanders 
rapped for order and called for it, but she 



could scarcely be heard in the bedlam. O'Shaw- 
nessy was barking so loud he drowned out 
nearly everything else. 

Bud had just recaptured Charlie, and Wicky 
was trying to calm down his dog when the 
door burst open and in marched the principal, 
followed by his assistant. Miss Flunt. 

His face was stern as he glowered at the 
teacher. "What is the meaning of this, Miss 
Sanders?" Before the teacher could reply, he 
quickly added, "I think you had better step into 
my office. Miss Flunt will take charge here." 

When Miss Sanders returned, her face was 
solemn. "My friends," she said, "we are all 
in trouble. I have been informed that I could 
be dismissed from my job for what happened 
here this morning." 

There was a gasp from the pupils. 

"But our principal has been kind enough 
to give me one more chance. If there are no 
more disturbances and — if — you all get pass- 
ing marks for the first term, I shall be per- 
mitted to keep my position. What do you say? 
Are you all going to work hard for me or 
shall I pack up my things and leave right 

There were exclamations: "Don't go!" "We 
want you!" "You're the best teacher ever!" 

Wicky Burke stood up with clenched fists 
and exclaimed, "I'll lick any guy that flunks 

"Me too!" asserted Bud Bassett. 

It was the end of the term. Miss Sanders 
had been summoned to the principal's office. 
The head of the school was smiling as he 
said, "Well, I see they all got passing grades. 
You must be a fine teacher, Miss Sanders." 

CJHE smiled and thanked him. Then he 
^ added, "That was a wonderful idea of 
yours, putting it up to them cold turkey that 
if they failed, you'd be fired. It had a far bet- 
ter effect than suspension or dismissal of any 
of the pupils would have had." 

THE END 
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